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Charms of the Bottle. 


Tune Je mortals, whom fancies, &c. 


E mortals, whom ſorrow and trouble attend, 

- » Whoſe life is a ſeries of pain without end, 
For ever depriv'd of hope's all-cheering ray, 

Nor know what it is to be happy a day, 

Obey the glad ſummons, the Bottle invites; 

Drink deep, and I warrant it ſets you to rights. 


Did Neptune's falt element run with freſh Wine, 
Tho! all Europe's powers together combine, 
Our brave Britiſh ſailors need neter care a jot, 
Surrounded by plenty of ſuch rare grape ſhot. 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


Was each dull pedantical, text-ſpinning Vicar, _ 
To leave off dull preaching, and flick to his liquor, 
Oh how would he with for that power divine, 
To cbange, when he would, ſimple Water t& Wine, 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. ; 


If Wine, chen, can miracles work ſuch as theſe, 

And give to the troubled mind comfort and eaſe, 

Deſpair not---that bleſſing in Bacchus you'll find, 

Who ſhowets his gifts for the good of mankind; 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 
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